Two Poems
Peter Waldor Future Singers will abandon words, people will say "I smell" for "I see."
Before all talk is banished they will say "Amen" only.
The cabins will be built.
The fireplaces.
I'll be destroyed before the beginning, the struggle still a forgotten dream.
They will rip me apart, I hope I get a hand on my heart before they do, so I can tear it out and hold it a moment, like a sweet roll.
I'll toss it to an enemy I love. 
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